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distance away, this buried city. Whereas there
are scarcely ten yards between my upraised
dwelling and the steps leading to the first
galleries of the Sanctuary; and it will be an
easy thing to visit it at any time, let it rain
how it may.
With the same creaking of wheels, the same
rocking leisureliness, we cross again the park-like
enclosure, passing through the gateway of the
threshold and over the bridge where watch, like
sentinels, the great serpents with their seven
heads.
And, following the vague pathways of the
bush, we plunge again beneath the infinite
covering of the forest. The heat, which weighs
as heavily as ever upon our shoulders, becomes
all at once shady and moist. Little vortices
of mosquitoes envelop us, and we breathe that
peculiar kind of malaria which induces the
" fever of the woods*"
We had beeft travelling for about an hour
through the uninterrupted forest, amongst un-
familiar flowers, when the ramparts of the town
at last rose before us, themselves wrapt in the
deep green night of the forest, beneath the
entanglement of branches* They were defended
formerly by a moat measuring some hundred
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